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for that fact, me cne- - - -
fsliceswas eaten, so were large

the un
bread and jam. One day

I am for a little while. Ihen you
will go away and the romance will be
over; but 1 can remember it always.
You know you can get such a lot out
nf remembering things. I suppose I

romance either, and it wouldn't be fair
for you to stop playing so soon." i

"But I don't like that part!"
"What part?"
"You know. What you did," an-

swered Margaret, getting red again.1 A Game of Romance seem terribly silly to you, but it
ddeMW of

conteriniici.v
fried chicke.1, and o

a sparkling pitcher oi
hoLtewaed ginger ale accompanied

inat
by little crumbly Scotch cakes,

ij ..:.,,.-hren- which he aie

'Well, see here; suppose we let taat

Because 1

Vrm The other was engaged
o"nce but broke it off because the man

that the proper place for suftra-fette- s

was the lunatic asylum. Then
Sou have a younger brother who

and has the most gorge-c- u
adores you,

dark red hair, and goes to In

pritv of Pennsylvania and a
H or puppy named Togo. You

lawyerwith an office on Chest-- ?a
street You have no automobile,

"bu expecito get one this .fall,
practice is growing won-,"i.,i- u-

vou are considered quite a

part go. Will you agree to go on
would be such lun, just ior once, tu
have a clandestine meeting. So please
do not spoil it by telling me anything
about yourself, for it really does not

suggesteu B"-B- ABilow that
ELLA COATES BISHOP in Southern Woman's Magazine buttered ana not. - .

made Margaret think of flap- - acky
and maple syrup, w Shatter
she appeared with a uui

inp the idyl, Margaret felt sne couu and a frying pan.
r.,i thn thrill of romance,

meeting me here and letting me taiK
to you ? You know I enjoy it awfully,
and even that has its element of ro-

mance, hasn't it? We are both incog-

nito, so to speak. Do say you will do
it, please."

"Oh, yes, I will do that," replied
Margaret, in relief. "I should love
that."

"Then I get the chocolate cake?" he
asked eagerly.

"Yes, indeed," laughed Margaret. "I
know iust the kind vou like nice soft,

Flap-jack- s at nve
.. ntic.at

Her name was Maraget, but in her
soul, she felt convinced, lay the germ

of a Daphne or a I'hyllis or a Gwen-

doline. Her outward Ufa nad always
Fate sometimes takes not sou. !rising man. ioumer's atternoun may ...

enter the situation at an.
He took her hand and raised it light-

ly to his lips.
"I bow to your superior wisdom,

my lady," he laughed. "You know

more about romance than 1 you and
Mrs. Forrester!"

Margaret pulled her hand away.
She blushed, and the stranger saw it.

"How jretty you are!" he remark-

ed.
nv,i coin Miircaret. She felt that

ot romau . . ana eat 'i""'""1the "hero w nter,but wraped la31! . LhM but not much ating,our word!
a i,iio mllpti down the bask, an

Wn the cDicome of the I'ommoi puce, K? dTp7rinto the -render wby. You have
but circum- - looking up half unconsciously to dis- -

' . -- .:i t, ood to me, ' " - "been staying ""V;Kateout here.
thinkTyou are engaged

sentimental
because she"iou are ei.mcij .

thick layers of chocolate between real he sighed, as ne put - he
it ut an idiotic response to make, sponge cake. Doesrt't that make your reading a noy-"- Jryou

.:u ,i0v and vou haven't paidto the svrup Doiue, -,u t,

but no man had ever spoken so to her mouth water?"

l.. , cho pnnlil not think of a "You're a witch " he answered.

acters whose surface is never rua, warpt - "
and whose will is never opposed yio--

, known! ., ,,.,

Xtb s maddening to those Here was reality to suitable reply. And this man, who Possibly Margaret had no ulterior

to the creeK to 'frying pan Marga
do that," "marked

water won t take i"tret "Cold
grease off. HI wash it when I g"

oa" . . m nn forever,"

attention to the girls you hay.
Ct here, although you have gone

things you were invited to.
ShVi. in Germansure it's.Bomeg.rl

out me cnutuiau. u

iuu piay uttown,
w and won't dance it."1 wisn wis cuu... s -

thehimself on
he murmured, throwing mire

tZ, sra"!dee regardl s Sfwo'und- - hT moment of romance her soul ..ftookSf at he?, evidently jut
n-- ! ed

motive,
so successful that it was followed

k1"';

11 - impotent struggles, craVed! Her heart pounded madly jtoM ragsment she felt jby , meringue and them fudge
Market lived in one of those lit-- ! and she colored a ltitle, but her hps uncomfortable, and was ami angel cake, and a particularly

towns where, unless one couid only form the words: Letting redder and
.

redder every mo-- palatable dainty called molasses pie
files one's teeth and de-- 1 0h, no; there are no fish."

menfc A j t . desperation, she which Margaret knew he would like
htrately departs from the beaten -- Aren't there?" the stranger ,asked ca iny her b th s didS of life, one is apt to get into steppin? 0n the bridge and look ng e

Those same brothers of Margaret s

bank near her. water
Margaret scattered a little

i f Vip fire.over tne e ' " t
"Yps." sne assentcu,
"But it can't," he said.
.m siffhed. "I know.an endless monotonous rounu ui - down into me nil"- '- There

are only a few days more.

She broke off, catching a glimpse of

hi"How' on earth? "--he asked in

am.Oh"eshe said, throwing out her
one of which still clutched the

"Xsv frying pan." How could I help
ft heard of you everywhere. As

arrived at the Duvals, :tas yousoon
all over town. And every time

of the girls I heard more
abXtyou" I tried not to hsten

water-spide- r, anyway. returned. cooking in such hot weather, but tne
Margaret was scrambling to ber knQW more of the new maid's repertoir of desserts con- -

feet so that he might pass on the r ' .,e yourseif credit Uisted of junket, corn starch and cus- -

narrow plank. She was saying K J cam, Do you Unow terdi custardj tapioca and junket so

tie excitements, nanoi..B -

anMlgaret had no talent that would
for leaping the

have been a motive
"What manes you ay
im- - l.,t nprfect as it is. Ter- -

.. , , ;l ovorv.And she whv I Dulled my hand away so quickly they took the goods the gods provid- -
. n.i !J- - -- 4. U nnnA ttiincra nnd vpntliredfence into other pastures. haps more of it wouiu

thing." .. .. .. .. mp he
ilCl C

UK, ftLV HID fcuvu V.1...F," "
imagine. Why didn0 embarrassing questions. Day "It wouldn't spun it

by day gustatory onerings we.c mm said seriously. "As it happen .p
go .home next week but Iv,;., m.ivnimr. an.1 1 nnnn tho a tar of romance, and were

l i wnuldn any ui m
nafties for fear I'd meet you.side, and it was he himself who pro- -

making cherry pies," she devoured by the hero with an appe- -

lnnn-e- the situation. f w,m Hofilnntlv. "Mv fingers itite that caused Margaret to make ain a tiny set of apartments-m- aiu.., Pnouirh awhile 1 stopped going toV:. ., nd Phila- - And afterpven It tnere nau 1

Well, tnere aie th. ,rS at an, oecauacto the family purse. She
driven her youth freely to life just

"Don't let me disturb you, ne sald; .'" fcf arfullv gtained from stoning rather uncomplimentary remark up-"- I

don't want to cross.
j

1 was Just "e cherries " She held her hands up on the quality and quantity cf his
roaming about a little. justification. daily meals

delphia isn't s-o- , habit of dropping m unexpectedly
; tun cma Marearet raiseu nei r,nce wnen i was at me

i, t loft, without saving good- -Cherry pies? un, my souu i - out you mtu... ut:. i"t, ears.
I don't want toni, inn't ii ease,t.lllIK"' -go, anyway, VH, v.. J , ,., VPBesides, I bve and sneaked out through the

kitchen because someone looked out
.l ;,i,.r and saw vou coming m

sav. sne know. Remember our un.;;...
was all Margaret could can make tho Mcous he expl;

was so embarrassed that you mean 7 f boyhood ?" can't help eating them.
out of her hand and the juicy, ean Would vo :had tvphoid fever last

the title as he s. oi c thataurally saw - you know thg appetite
winter, and

as it came to ner, enjuj.K
delights that came her way unsought

and performing the many little home

office, with an unfailing cheerfulne

But in her soul she rebelled she
longed fervently for Something

come into her life that was what she

called "romantic"-t- hat was unusual

her book fell are incognito. ,
tne wii.w'"stranger p,Vln' vou see it would spoil the gate!'',11KB ii.e "- -- v r . , T

little hypocrite!" hepicked it up.
i. ivf.. i7o,. ' liv ATrs. Forrester,' he Why.

i , i. if wp went on anu
lvnar, we iiac n".'t . ,

read' aloud, and "then he laughed and
began a conventional, everyday trienu- -

that was dinerent iron, tuc -- u..
,d of dances and tennis, sew- - laUEhed and laughed and Margaret

ine rouv

"Would 1! iou aoni
would adorn those little hands if you

did stains and all."
"All right, then, you shall have it

That 'will give me an
excuse for coming here again.

"How can you?" he said reproach-

fully. "True romance would need no

sue ureuiiicu became more comuse.. man .,
ing and preserving.

shin ' f lease nun i, '

had plenty of that sort. I want my

one poor little bit of p"ne"

laughed.
'But I wanted my romance so!

sighed Margaret. .

"h but vou have given me mine!

he exclaimed. "But Kate was wrong

about one thing. She thinks because
she is engaged that everyone else must
i,e Ho you know what book it was

hastilv decided that romantic situa-

tions 'were not all that could be desired.

icuvc.-,- .

"Oh, yes, of course," assented Mar-

garet, and asked no more questions.
One day a thunder storm caught

them. '
That day the offering had been ice

cream, packed in paraffined cups, and
they fled, tumbler in one hand, spoon

in the other, to the shelter of the old

house. Sitting on the porch, watch-

ing the lightning, Margaret told more
of her dreams. How she loved the old

deserted place, and liked to think that
perhaps some day it might be her
own.

"For. vou know." she explained,

V us v he stoineaanu if it is only niaKe-iwio- -

beautiful remembrance that I can car-

ry with me always. It is .uist ru hti "I' pase nie,torgive:1UU1UKCui. x, vlc "
he said, "it took me back to my out". , auhed, picked up her aj rounoen uui , .now- - , r,.,i mp rpadinB1 : It was ..iy
1 read that book wnen i -

cushion and went home through the
gin cousin mum. .ith never a backward g ance.

,o invp actuanv tn uycu ii.. . n m,fv," tppHid I ,1 TUb "IiO rtT!l

don't let's spoil it by dragging . ; - Q-

-
WlAf,e that

the light of everyday affairs. Can t er. i
ket nQW

T-t!- LTled .T him half And one' other thing I want to ex- -

w,ical,y Vttt series tKtat"e to ThicF
Is it possible?" he mused urn.ng tne -

the next day vhen she

S'LKI ,U
was on her way to the trysting

farefullv
p ace.

you can never tell what may happen
for a moment he made : I1," k'i It was owned by a,:...,, lif.ip' guarding tne cnerry p.e

dreams while waning iu. ...
tennis court, and she used to he

awake at night inventing roman c

situations where she and a fascinat-

ing unknown would meet and perhaps
10

All the men in town she had grown
up with, and most of them by now

married. If an occasional visi-

tor
were

did come, he always had eithet
perfectly hideous nose or his cars

a back of
stuck out too much or he

his head was not modelled to suit her
taste If. by any chance, the stran-

ger passed muster in all these res-

pects, then he invariably was unin-

teresting, or painfully bashful, or had

some other perfectly hopeless handi-

cap to romance. So Margaret had
given up really looking for such a one.

Onlv the eves of her heart kept ever
on the watch, and at twenty-seve- n

.us A rn mine her dreams still.

om the underbrush and tall weeds Some day. Some day I may make a .razed into her eyes so waiuu..) Tv, .. a
"Well," she said deprecatingly, "I fi'

that she turned, them away.
uj

llnem .
cu n . ,as she went. She ratner wisneu ..-- , minion aona .s . ' A

All right, he nnaiiy . uv .. . .... - , - thise u ami ... had never been tnougnt ui. istance aim men iu.v. ...
The stranger regarded her with an maiite flanneled gome old ady may take a fancy to

, cw.;ip iJUt at Bi.'t . , . .. l0 w.i. . us keen our romance you xno n m nae, , nti,pr
readv waiting on tne un me anu leave iti
cordial smile of greeting that "Why not an old man?" he asked"1 y?l!LZ ?f"; J and the

1q ntrVlinirl V.wnniier II VOU wuum nuiiv. i After all l reany oug .t t consult Mr.uphe gave her, she decided that, alter
v,o.. nnp chance, and she Yes," she answered, "eitner woum 1 was streicning came uuwn nr.t , -

1 1Ciust why vou do? You see twenty is
i fv hark in mv life tomorrow.home

do. Onlv old women are more likeiyr,U8n a
,1 "nlnv it for all it was worth,"

sppm to remember now i iuuc. , - And the man to do foolish things, don't you think :
by'waitingntil next

SitgasesLd widened a lit-- 1 married andad no Lire to be-u- ntiltu: tl,on Won't vou sit down as u.c . ..

and decidedly But of course such a thing won t nap-m.-

Those things never do to me.""'"'f iVpll me? fm sure you've was really very nice
.. , ..i.i.i tio. hnt sne answertu icnuium.. . . . . ,

,.1,-- . tj lint iiarrarpr. iikiuc uwi ii rpi"WpII " he said audaciously, "howiml iinthinp- to UO VOU were oetiieu I think you are rignt. men M.e i.e u..u.-.- ", -

.nh-
-

when He sat witn nis leet -
hp.p for the afternoon, I know about me? I happened, didn't I?"

"Yes, that is true. That impossibl1 interrupted you and l nave all the edge ot tne ormne ..u t.
iuicv Die from his fingers with a very suddenlv held out her hand. "Uood- - reply. sonietnmg ne.u ..e.

bve " said, a little falteringly, though there was a reply m her heart
"voi'i been good to me." that her lips were eager to frame.

.n.ae .L.f. v. VirtVl. ..f itorninp'" murmured Thomas
sorts of time on my nanus. t and she satnnimanfli1 Pn 1() V IIICI

one instant conventional Marga thing really did happen. And you

have been perfectly I mean, you are
ar) fas Oh. I mean, you are so Iwatched him with that pleasure"r wlth oXla '"woman feels when her cooking ,s her rid cloler''don't know "'a jBaiie. "1 don't know your name or

ing but 1 dontlife,vou, not even your name, anything about your
?7w can I think of you with-- ! care. You yourself I do know, andhave enjoyed meeting you very much.'

It. was a verv lame and hurried endstretched hands. She sat down .appreciated. rf
tho littlo hr i ire. and oDened her Ah, he signed, as i ne 't ir,rr tn Vipr rpmark. and Margaret"that was hea out something to call you by?"

.
want Will you let me taKe tne

hpuvt to this strange man. She told of crust disappeared,
The rebellious blood surged into house ana give it tu yuu "i", "knew it, but the thought in her mind

made her suddenly shy, and she washim what she would never have ven replied Mar- - Margaret's face. , , Igift? And so maKe anotnei u.
breathed to one of her triends wnat f e eiambered afraid to look at him. He said notn "Do you know what 1 call you : sne ureams come true ;

ino-- . and when she did venture tonone of her family had ever guesseo. ga.et r "
, his finffersthe bank to rinsedownShe told of her dreams of a roman-- : asked. ... ,.

elance at him, he was not looking at "No. What? ror muigesiiuii.

Possibly that seems ridiculous, but
age is not necessarily marked by

years, and such a life as Margaret

had led may keep both face and heart

yOiie' day Margaret betook herself,
when the household tasks were over,

to a spot she knew of where a little
brook rippled its way through the
wooded part of a nearby property

that had been standing idle for years.
She wandered there to her heart s con-

tent, and today she settled herself
with pillow and book on the little foot-

bridge that crossed the stream. She

curled up with her back to one of the
posts supporting the railing and
dreamily watched the brown ripples,
her ears filled with that murmur,
that is almost hypnotic in its power.
There was all the romance in ho

world beneath those flowing particles
of water stele", meeting", "irave
deeds, great sacrifices and tembr
words and ioiAs. At least she could

have it all in inclination. Bu wny

she not have one Uttle In- - 1:1

her real life? No matter how fleet- -

tic love, And the .stranger isteneu ... . -
had lieen fier at all "My Hero!" Never take pepsin and preparau"n

"ilii" hp hesran blankly. Then mrtjiinincr nensin or other digestiveand he You know I didn't really, meanand appiauueo, ana leu ... "... , . them 011,
mere eie,.m, ., ' ..j UM. tVint " ohp said, in a small voice. Oh!" he repeated, starting forward ferments for indigestion, as the moreback ana teatcu i.n.i.twas not very young.

traces of grey in his hair, but his eyes ,came Hmv unkind " he augned. "men eagerly, but she had fled. And af- -
J0U take the more you will have to

vou have not enioved it?" tpr a sten or two he dio not lonnw, tj,ke. What is needed is a tonic mJ T, " , T1..1. T lU...!. ..ft,.un, yes, 1 nave; cut i uiuuut onlv called softly: Chamberlain's Tablets that will ena- -
might think I mean I didn't want you

"Good-bye- , my Heroine!"
So the eame was over and done

hie the stomach to perform its func-

tions naturally. Obtainabletn think that I thought you thought- -

Wn fc wait " he said, i m not

held a very youtwul lignt as ne . . . fln.
watched the quick change of expres-- 1 H,,)v,abou' "i

Margaret's downcast face, gers? hesion on she said used lemon j
She found it difficult, at first, to talk "Oh,

Xly 'hands

?Wttft S. fireat ld today younow that I care,
he said th a milehad don t you?"different" thing that ever come

the "I hPe u J ?into her life. She must extract lor Then

thinking anything. I refuse to, and played to its artistic finish. It could
now become the blessed hit of mem-

ory that Margaret intended it should
be. But when at five o'clock next af

vou must not either. Let us enjoy
tn the utmost, without thought, thi

ternoon a masculine form came quict- -little oasis in our lives, and let me go

on thoughtlessly enjoying the fruits
lv through the trees to the little foothoney to the ast drop, or she would .garet ,

uyou bridge, she was already there.of the labors of your nanus may i

sav of vour dear hands? The idyl
her know I don't really mean that don't I had tn come he evma'nednever lorgive nerseu.

She quoted Browning ;il nil too soon be over, romance
hastily, "I forgot the frying pan.'

fled, and you and I parted forever
C V,v thlnV"Her companion laughed.

"1 understand." he said.

Vindictive Animals.
The camel, like the elephant, has

a good memory for injuries done to
it, and often takes revenge on its

assailant in an unexpected fashion.

MRS. MELTON S LETTER

To Tired Worn-ou- t Mothers

Jackson, Miss." I shall feel repaid

for writing this letter if I can help any

tired, worn-ou- t mother or housekeeper

"It's all
MRS. THOMSON

TELLS WOMEN
"

His
"

eves twinkled at Margaret's

thoughts:
"How sad and mad and bad it was,
But oh, how it was sweet!"

only the "sad" and "mad" and "bad"
parts seemed to predominate, and it look of wonder.

"TW! Didn't that sound roman
in the game, isn't it?"

"Yes; of course I had to say some-

thing like that. It came next."
"And the next thing to that is this.reallv was not so very "sweet aue.

all.
'

She felt all the time as if she tic? You see I am learning. Now

what good thing to eat am I going
he said, reacmng uvci ...uu:... tY,..trrli licn t itwere iriihk s.niei.iiiiifc l......., ..... - - . to have tomorrow : mat is tne un

Ui thinw I allow vou to think about
to lind health ana strengm on ""Hmv nhont a cheese-cak- e pie? Do

"I know you did. lie answered.
"That's the reason I came, too."

"I thought you were going home
this morning." she remarked, hoping
that he would not perceive that she
was glad he had not.

"I coinln't. he renlied. "Yester-
day I did what you asked and we
nlayed our little game out. but today
I want to tell you "

"You needn't." blurted out Marga-
ret, furiously red nf face and moist of
hand. "I know already. Your name
is Thomas Bailey; vou are thirty-tw- o

vears old, and you I've in Philadel-
phia or rather out in Germantown,
on School Lane, I think with your
mother and two sisters. One has

cook

having seized her moment, she had no taking ne. . ...
M ..,-..- .

thought of loosing her grasp. She Furious blushes
she did not a raw

would go through with it, even if she face, but this time
e

did feel like a fool! Iher hand away. It
' I have a family of five, sew

the bovs like that?"
the trame went merrily on.

But after awhile she forgot to be game. it was
, , u iv "rnmance. she supposed, The unpleasant feeling that she was

How She Was Helped During

Change of Life by Lydia E.

Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound.

Philadelphia. Pa. "Iam just52years
of age and during Change of Life I suf- -

doinir something sne oug.n nut to uir,ann oegan to enjoy me mw. - toasked himand having as good asconversation. The stranger was at- -

and do my housework and I became v ery

much n in health. A trienu
askedmetotryVinol. I did so and now

I am well and strong and my old time

energy has been restored. Vinol has

as a tonic for worn-ou- t, ru.it
down, tired mothers or housekeepers.
-- Mrs. J. N. MELTON, Jackson, Miss.

, .. .. , what would ne tmnk Ol lie. ... appeared as the meetings grew in
Perhans the situation wastentive and sympatnetic, ana wnen, in do it, "".",". , v, r,rf

the distance." the town clock struck she were afraid to piay ne.
not ouite what her romantic dream- -

And yet what did ne even ,

six. Margaret rose reluctantly.
of her for playing it? And she lelt ings had pictured, but Margaret naa

an idea that she liked it the betterI must go," she said; "good-bye- ;
so silly, sitting there letting nun i.u.uwe have dinner at half past.
her hand every now and "en gningBut we shall meet here again to-- ;

ierea ior six yrma
terribly. I tried sev-

eral doctors but none
seemed to give me
any relief. Every
month the painswere
intense in both sides,
and made' me so
weak that I had to
go to bed. At last

morrow," her companion asserted. it a gent e squeeze, ..e u. "
did such

"Oh, no; I couldn't!" cried Marga- - lieve really nice girls ever

t things. And the silence was becom- -

"Why not? The romance is just ing dreadful. She did not dare take

beginning. Surely you won't end the her gaze'" e Sso soon?" but she felt that thisgame l a ceherThere was a tantalizing mockery in strange man was watching
v,; ..; tw IpH t Mnrcrarpt curiouslv. and she iust knew ne naa

ESEEEiE are prepared to execute ordersa friend recommen-
ded Lydia E. Pink-ham- 's

Vegetable

that little q"'"11, m?ck ing s mile .n
like a "dare." Her plunge into un- -

conventionality had given her courage, ihis eyes. Why didn t he say some-Sh- e

took the dare: Uhing? For the life of her, she her.

"I'd simply love to plav it a little self could not think of anything to
be doneloncer." she replied, looking him say; but something must

straight in the eyes. "It woud be so

Compound to me and I tried it at once

end found much relief. After that I

had no pains at all and could do my

housework and shopping the same
as always. For years I have praised
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-noun- d

for what it has done for me,

satisfying."
"I ought to tell you what my name

is, I expect " he began, not daring
to laugh at her seriousness. But she

"Do you like chocolate layer cakeT

she at 'last blurted out in desperation.
He released her hand with a short

of laughter.
"You're the funniest girl I ever

saw!" he exclaimed. "I was wonder-

ing what vou were thinking about."
"What did you suppose I was thmk- -

for artistic printing which will
command attention by its strik-
ing and original advertising fea-

tures. Our highest efforts are
always made to maintain the
highest and best standards of
excellence. Our services are
always at your disposal. You
may need some printing now ?

"Oh, something romantic, of course.
Why, weren't you?"

Margaret laughed. --- "I

don't know," she replied, I don t
believe I like that kind of romance,
oft... nil. Please don't do it Rain."

cut him short.
"I don't want to know," she said.

"Don't tell me. Don't tell me who
you are, or where you come from
I know you don't live around here
or any of your affairs. That would
spoil it. I "can see you are a gentle-
man, and I know you are interests
ing," she added, with a daring that
inwardly amazed her. "And that is
enough for romance."

The stranger regarded her quizzi-

cally for a moment.
"You are quite sur you don't want

to know?" he asked, "I might be the
villian in disguise, you know!"

"You might be, but I am confident

and shall always recommend it as a wo-

man's friend. You are at liberty to use

my letter in any ON,

649 W. Russell St, Philadelphia,

of Iafe is one of the most
critical periods of a woman's existence.
Women everywhere should remember
that there is no other remedy known to

carry women so successfully through

this trying period as Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound.

If you want special advice
write to Lydia E. Pink ham Med-

icine Co. (confidential), Lynn,
Mass. Your letter will be opened.

"Then I suppose you wouldn't let
mr kiss vou?" he ventured.

"Oh, no!" she gasped, in dismay.
"But it's part of the game."
"Well, if it has to be, I don't believe

IH play any more."
Oh, you can t DacK out tnat way.you are not and, even ii you were,

' know I'm not reallv the ingenue he protested. "You've got me inter-r
t read and answered by a woman

and held In strict confidence. i
- - - , . . . i ln. I've never had a'or the story id just luce to pretena esvea m u., ww


